
Q* O thou well skild in curfes,ftay a while; 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Q».Afar. Forbearc to fleepe the nights and faft the daics, 
Compare dead happinefle with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that flew them fouler then he is, 

Bettring thy lofle makes the badcaufer woife, 

Reuoluing this* will teach thee how to curie. 

Q^My words are dull, O quicken them with thine. 
QjJM .Thy woes wil make them (harp, & pierce like mine, 
‘Dh. Why fhould calamitie be full of words? Exit vJAr, 
Q«. Windieattumies to your Client woes, - 
Aerie fuccceders ofinteftatetoies, 

Poore breathing Orators of mifei ies. 

Let them haue fcope, though what they do impart, 

Helpc not at all,yct do they cafe the heart. 

T>uc. If fo,thcn be not toong- tidy , go with me. 

And in the breathof bitter words, lets fmother 
My damned (onne, which thy two fweet fonnes fmotherd, 

I hcare his drum, be copious in exclaimes. 

Enter Ktng Richard marching with drnmmet 
andTrnmpets. 

King, Who intercepts my expedition? 

Ditch. A fhc, that might haue intercepted thee 
By ftrangling. thee lit her accurfed wombe, 

From all the daughters wretch,that thou haft done. 

Qts. Hidft thou that forehead with a golden crowne 
Where fhould be grauen,if that right were right, 

The (laughter of the Prince that owed that Crowne, 

And the dire death of my two fonnes.and brothers: 

T ell me thou villaine flaue, where are my children? 

Ditch . Thou tode,thou todc, where is thy brother Clarence? 
And little N cd Plantagcnet,his fonne! 

Qu. Where is kind Htt^tngs.RiMtriyF «Hgban,Gr*)i 
King. Aflourifh trumpets, ftiike'ablrurii drummes, 

Let not the h«ucns hcarc thefe tel-talc wdmch 



Raileon the Lords annointed. Strike I fay. The trumpet! 

Eithcc be patient, and intrcat mc fairc, ( 0H ™° 


of Richard the third. 

Qr with the clamorous report of war: ; 

Thus will I drowne your exclamations, 

©0. Art thou my fonne? 

King. I, I thank God, my father and your fcl£e> 

Dm* Then patiently hcare my impatience. 

Kin. Madam I haue a touch ofyour condition. 

Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe. 

Dh. I will bem'ddand gentle inmy fpcech. 

Kin. And briefegood mother for I am in haft* 

Dm. Art thou fo haftie I haue ftaid fo r thee, 

God knowes in anguifh, paine and agonie. 

King. And came I not at laft to comfort you? 

No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 

T hou camft on earth, to make the earth my hellt 
A greeuous burthen was thy byrth to me, 

Techie and waiward was thy infancie. 

Thy fchoole-daies frightful,defperate,wilde,and furious; 
Thy prinic-of manhood, daring, bold and venturous.- 
Thy age confirmed,proud,fubtil,bloudie,trecherous. 

What comfortable hourc canft thou name 
That euer grac’t me in thy companie ! 

Faith none but Humphrey houre,that cald your grace 
To breakefaft once forth of my companie. 

If it be fo dilgratious in your fight. 

Let me march.on,and not offend your graec. 

Dm. O heare me fpeakc,for I (hall neuer fee the more. 
King. Come, come, you are too bitter. 

Dm. Either thou wilt die by Gods iuft ordinance, 

Ere from this war thou turne a conqueror, 

Or I with griefe and extreame age fhall perifh, 

And neuer looke vpon thy face againct 
Therefore take with theemy moft heauie curfe. 

Which in the day ofbattaile tire thee more 
Then all the compleat armor that thou wearft»s 
My praiers odthe aduerfepartie fight, 

And there the little feufesof Edwards children^ 

Whifper the fpiiits of thine enemies*:; idlvrn isn-.: -f 
And promife-them fuccefTc and viftoric; i ' 

K Bloudie 
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